THE 


THE  CAUSE,  THE  CONSEQUENCE  AND  THE  REMEDY 


A   BRIEF  COMPREHENSIVE  AND  CONVINCING 


POEM, 


WHICH    SHOULD    BE    READ    BY    ALL,    AND    CAN  BE   SUNG    TO 

SOME  VERY  SPIRITED  AND  ORIGINAL  TUNES,  NOW 

IN  COURSE  OF  PREPARATION, 

BY  THE  AUTHOR,  THOMAS  FRANCIS  O'BRIEN. 


These  lines  he  presents  to  the  public  as  a  specimen,  the  first  \ 
of  a  series  of  original  Poems,  on  present  popular  and\ 
historic  subjects  and  the  sublime  Art  of  Poetry. 


For  Poets  are  born,  and  not  mat 

By  Science,  like  a  learned  trade  ;*^ 

'Tis  God  endows  the  Muse's  head 

With  his  best  gifts  below. 
To  seek  for  knowledge  most  profound,        ^ 
That  throughout  creation  all  abound, 
By  research  and  study  can  be  found — 

All  things  the  bard  should  know. 


ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


THE  /MER1C/N  WOFpGMEtt  J^D  THE  CHINESE. 

The  Cause,  the  Consequence  and  the  Remedy. 


A  POEM. 

' 


Our  labor  is  our  living, 
And  our  living  is  our  life, 

Which  often  must  be  given 
In  a  fierce  and  bloody  strife. 


For  objects  far  less  holy 

Than  is  passing  from  us  now, 

By  process  sure,  though  slowly, 
Which  we  never  shall  allow. 

3 

Those  Chinese,  who  are  coming  here, 
Have  hundreds  for  our  one  ; 

All  fit  for  any  duties  drear, 
Or  actions  to  be  done. 

4 

Marshals  keen,  and  merchants,  too, 

Can  engineer  as  well  ; 
Versed  in  arts  and  science  true, 

As  all  their  products  tell. 


Nigh  four  hundred  million  souls, 

One  undivided  hoard — 
The  spirit  which  that  mass  controls, 

By  it  is  quite  adored. 

6 

By  one  commanding  being  ruled, 

Obeyed  much  like  a  god, 
By  intellects  that's  easy  schooled, 

For  evil  or  for  good. 


7 
They  will  learn  our  war  science 

And  to  navigate  our  seas, 
In  time  can  bid  defiance, 

Defeat  us  at  their  ease. 

8 
Let  all  who  tempt  them  over, 

Think  well  of  what  they  do  ; 
In  time  they  may  discover, 

And  their  folly,  bitter,  rue. 

9 
For  numbers  always  will  prevail 

When  chances  are  the  same, 
If  once  our  interests  they  assail, 

Ourselves  shall  be  to  blame. 

10 
We're  teaching  them  to  beat  us, 

Even  on  the  battle  field ; 
When  ten  to  one  they'll  meet  us — 

The  weakest  force  must  yield. 

11 

Now,  stay  them  as  they ''re  coming  on  ; 

Repel  them  from  our  shore  ; 
This  is  the  time  it  should  be  done, 

E're  hosts  of  them  come  o'er. 

12 

'Tis  stern  ;    we  admit  it, 

Yet  our  cause  demand  it  so  ; 

If  once  we  are  discomfited, 
Our  fate  is  want  and  woe. 

13 
First,  they  will  take  our  labor,  all, 

Then  may  take  the  land  ; 
Trade  and  commerce,  great  and  small, 

Which  all  can  understand. 


14 

For  what  they  want  is  money  yield, 

Where'er  it  can  be  found  ; 
Either  on  the  harvest  field, 

Or  in  mines  beneath  the  ground. 

15 

They  can  live  on  next  to  nothing,  well, 

One  tenth  of  our  meal ; 
All  else  for  money  they  can  sell, 

Their  fare  they  never  feel. 

4 

16 

How  could  we  compete  with  them 

In  any  sphere  of  life, 
Much  less  their  power  for  to  stem, 

In  skillful  ware-like  strife. 

17 

Let  them  live  in  their  Celestial  land  ; 

We  will  buy  their  wares  and  tea ; 
Import  it  in  dimensions  grand, 

In  fleets  across  the  sea. 

18 

They  may  seek  some  unknown  regions. 

Reclaim  them  as  they  may, 
Employ  their  countless  legions, 

So  make  their  labor  pay. 

19 

But  this  continent  is  ours, 

And  we  are  bound  to  keep  it  free, 
Despite  all  earthly  powers, 

Whoever  they  may  be 

20 

Whether  domestic  monopolist, 

Or  interests  from  abroad, 
All  machinations  we'll  resist, 

And  shan't  be  overawed. 


21 

All  heed  the  poet's  warning, 

'Tis  truthful,  every  line ; 
Those  words  of  art  and  learning — 

Rare  gems  that  ever  shine. 

22 
Columbia,  fairest  flower 

Of  all  creation  wide, 
How  sweet  to  guard  thy  power, 

Along  time's  ebbing  tide. 

23 
To  ward  off  coming  danger, 

As  onward  swift  we  go, 
And  equal  shield  each  stranger, 
Who  cannot  be  thy  foe. 

24 

Nor  would  we  rude  intimidate, 
Those  people  on  our  shore  ; 
But  timely  urge  them  to  vacate, 
And  trouble  us  no  more. 

25 

Mine  owners  say, 
Their  works  won't  pay, 

How  many  interests  more, 
This  present  day, 
Alike  could  say, 

Shall  they  bring  Chinese  o'er  ? 

26 

Then  every  man, 
And-firm  can. 

Seek  profits  in  like  way  ; 
We  need  no  school, 
To  show  this  rule — 

'Tis  clear  as  light  of  day. 

27 

The  wedge  is  in, 
'Tis  sharp  and  thin. 

In  time  they'll  drive  it  home, 
Then  fierce  the  shock, 
Like  bursting  rock, 

The  wail  of  want  and  gloom. 
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AN 


TO  McCLELLAl^  AHP  HlS 


A  SONG  "  OUR  AMERICAN  GIRL." 

A  POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  THE  CITY  NEWSPAPERS. 


A— 


I  OflCE  CAME  OUT  FROM  IRELAND:' 


A  continuation  of  a  series  of  original  Poems,  on  present 
popular  and  historic  subjects  and  the  beautiful  Art 
of  Poetry,  which  should  be  read  by  all,  and  can  be  sung 
to  some  very  spirited  tunes,  nozv  in  course  of  prepara- 
tion by  the  author,  THOMAS  FRANCIS  O'BRIEN. 

THESE  LINES  REPRESENTS  TO  THE  PUBLIC   AS  A  SPEC- 
IMEN OF  HIS  PROFICIENCY  IN  THE  SUB- 
LIME   ART    OF    POETRY. 

For  Poets  are  born^  and  not  made 
By  Science,  like  a  learned  trade  ; 
'Tis  God  endows  the  Muse's  head 

With  his  best  gifts  below. 
To  seek  for  knowledge  most  profound, 
That  throughout  creation  all  abound, 
Ly  research  and  study  can  be  found-- 
All things  the  bard  should  know. 

ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


An  Ode  to  McClellan  and  his  Men. 


Since  last  I  wrote  in  stanzas  brief, 

Columbia  lost  a  valiant  chief 

Which  tidings  filled  all  hearts  with  grief 

For  McClellan's  spirit  gone 
To  realms  where,  for  good  and  great, 
Immortal  glories  ever  wait, 
There  to  dwejl  in  Heavenly  state, 

By  the  great  Eternal  Throne. 

Here  never  shall  that  hero's  name 
Vanish  from  the  zenith  of  fame, 
Adorn  for  ever  song  and  theme 

Of  the  glorious  hosts  he  led. 
And  by  his  genius  trained  to  war. 
Amongst  them  many  a  brilliant  star 
Whose  rays  transcended  near  and  far, 

And  unfading  lustre  shed. 

Hosts  worthy  ef  a  marshal  brave — 

The  ends  for  which  their  lives  they  gave  — 

To  save  this  Union  and  free  the  slave, 

No  grander  cause  could  be. 
All  vaunt  of  ancient  Greece  and  Rome, 
We  have  champions  equal  great  at  home* 
And  mourn  to-day  the  loss  of  some 

Gone  to  eternity, 

Whose  memory  still  inspires  us  on, 
In  all  great  efforts  to  be  done, 
In  future  glories  to  be  won, 

Their  spirit  still  shall  lead. 
Then  here's  to  our  departed  great, 
Who  fought  mankind  to  elevate, 
To  render  freedom  all  complete, 

Our  grand  imm@rtal  dead. 


Our  American  Girl. 


Our  American  Girl's  a  Lady, 
In  every  sense  and  way  ; 

So  affable  and  steady 

Such  pleasing  words  can  say. 

Her  figure  perfect  for  to  view, 

Whether  pure  brunette  or  fair, 

Or  that  lovely  shade  'tween  the  two, 
Which  many  of  them  are. 

Step  erect  and  stately, 

Dignified,  serene, 
Always  dressed  completely. 

Yet  free  from  gaudy  mein. 

Eyes  so  calm,  transparent,  clear, 
Whether  black,  blue,  brown  or 
gray 

Love's  light  is  ever  lingering  there, 
In  Cupid's  artless  way. 

Her  smile,  a  ray  from  Heaven, 
To  irradiate   the  heart, 

So  sweet  and  blissful  given, 
Love's  Magic  to  impart. 

Her  voice  so  soft  and  tender, 
Sweet  echoes  from  above, 

How  blessed  of  God  to  send  her, 
For  men  to  cherish  and  love. 

If  ever  Eve  had  left  a  fault, 
v  She's  swept  it  all  away, 
For  oh, such  heavenly  ways  she's  got 
No  language  can  portray. 

'Twas  thus  the  Bard,    he  found  her 
In  Mansion,  Cottage  or  Hall, 

With  naught  but  bliss  around  her, 
When  there  he  chanced  to  call. 


Since  like  always  begets  alike, 

Her  Mamma's  quite    sublime, 

To  sketch  her  he  shall  undertake, 
Perhaps  some  other  time. 


To  the  Editors  of  the  City  News- 
!  papers  who    so  generously 
reviewed      my     Poem— Our 
labor  is  our  living. 


Gentlemen : 

I'm  most  grateful  to  you 
For  your  kindly  review, 
And  the  justice  you  do 

To  my  theme, 
For  devoting  your  page 
To  the  song  of  the  sage, 
At  his  outsetting  stage — 
Accept  my  best  thanks  for  the  same. 

Your  elegant  words 
So  truly  accords 
With  those  of  a  Bard's 

In  a  sweet  and  poetical  strain. 
That  Nature,  I  see, 
Has  lavished  on  thee 
Choice  blessings  quite  free, 
Which  I  pray  you  may  long  retain. 

To  tender  advice 
In  terms  so  nice, 
All  hearts  to  entice 

They  should 
Most  eloquent  plead, 
Men's  minds  to  persuade 
And  the  People  all  lead 

To  good. 


I  once  came  out  from  Ireland. 


A  COMIC  SONG. 

I  once  came  out  from  Ireland 

In  the  ship  Ontario, 
And  '.eft  my  friends  upon  the  strand, 

On  board  of  her  to  go. 

Then  every  one  took  off  his  hat 
To  give  a  parting  cheer.  |fi 

The  reason  why  I  tell  you  th;|'P- 
You  couldn't  hear  them  h  «  • 

For  the  telephone  was  then  unknown, 
And  that's  the  reason  true — 

When  Kittie  saw  her  lover  gone, 
I  saw  her  weeping  too. 

And  sure  she  might  have  married  me, 

Before  I  came  away. 
For,  by  the  ship  that  carried  me, 

I  would  that  very  day. 

Though  pretty  girls  we  had  on  board, 
Some  dressed  like  any  Queen, 

I  pledge  to  you  my  sacred  word 
No  fairer  e'er  was  seen. 

They  promenaded  round  the  deck, 
Some  sang  like  Linnets  gay, 

Oh  faith  I  never  saw  the  like 
I  'thought  I'd  faint  away. 

But  my  heart  was  home  with  Kittie, 
And  I  had  not  two  to  spare, 

Besides  she  was  as  pretty 
As  any  of  them  were. 

All  landed  safe  from  sea  and  love, 
Some  got  tipsy  on  the  shore, 

And  others  vowed  to  God  above, 
To  never  taste  it  more. 

I  soon  became  a  merchant  great, 

A  wealthy  millionaire, 
The  owner  of  a  vast  estate 

I  need  not  tell  you  where. 

For  wealth  you  know  is  fleeting, 

Has  wings  to  fly  away, 
So  of  its  farewell  greeting, 

I  have  no-  more  to  say. 


f 


